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My first Megadeth fic ever, so bare with me if the facts are off here and there, | did the best | could with 
what little | had to work with. Also, I'd be thankful for responses and personal messages from people within the 


fandom to get some more info and advice upon tackling especially Dave and David in future fics. ) 


David should have known it from the start. he should have understood that as much as it was a blessing, it 
was also curse. From that first moment he'd knocked on Dave's door, he should have seen it coming. That fiery 
mane of strawberry blonde curls. Those intelligent hazel eyes. The full lips, the pale skin, the long limbs, the 
cute nose. David didn't see it then because he didn't want to see. He didn't want to believe his attraction. But 
after getting the door slammed in his face, he had to ask again He had to hear that voice, he had to see 


approval in those eyes. The second time, it clicked. The second time, it all fell into place. 


What David wasn't prepared for though, was the role he'd been given by Dave. He became Junior, the younger 
one, the naive one, the lost farmboy who had to be taught the ways of the city so as not to fall flat and 
make a mess. Things Dave couldn't really teach him because he didn't know how to handle city life himself. 


Sure, dave grown up on his own since he was 15, although it took a long time before David would get any 


details on why or how and even then they were vague at best. Something about a norpresent father and lord 
knows what else. Anyhow, David became Junior all the same. He gained the fiery redhead's trust with time, and 
became his best friend. Became his protege. Became his little brother. 


But David - no, Junior - wasn't happy with his role. He wasn't happy being Dave's gunslinger, he wasn't happy 
being a mere sidekick, he wasn't happy being brothers in arms. It left a sense of half fulfillment inside of him, 
left him empty in a way he couldn't describe. He knew he wanted more, but he didn't know what more meant. 
Many a night, he'd lie awake trying to figure himself, and also Dave, out. Equally often he failed before he'd 
even begun. It didn't hit him until they made it big, It didn't strike him what it was he was exxpereincing until 
Dave went into a steady relationship. The old Dave would have laughed at the thought of ever getting married 
or having a kid, but here he was doing both. It broke David's heart. No more just the two of them, no more 
Daves. 


It didn't get better when the lost Minnesota kid, once innocent and shy and hopeful, was introduced to another 
one of Dave's mindless, uncontrollable addictions. Much as Dave had led him down the road to ruin with drugs 
and booze several years earlier, he found himself becoming a sex addict, fucking away his pain. Another mark 
Dave had left on him, no doubt, as the singer sure as hell wasn't faithful to his wife, that was plain as day to 
see. The redhead brought several groupies to bed. And David wasn't all too jealous of them, he knew that all 

they got was a night of pleasure, and then the walk of shame. No, what David couldn't stand were the passes 
Dave made on his very own bandmates. Now, considered must be that Dave was in no way gay, however he 

did seem to harvest a certain curiosity for the unknown. Said curiosity often involved ventures and vendettas 


with men. The first time David became aware of it was with Jeff Young. The pretty boy with the sad, dark 
puppy eyes. 


At first, the bassist assumed it must be his imagination playing tricks on him. But he couldn't ignore the gut 
feeling, telling him that his frontman was indeed making passes on Jeff. There would be simple touches, such as 
a too tight hug that lasted for too long. Dave's face against Jeff's neck, responded to by a barely audible gasp. 
David only heard it because he was listening. Dave's thingers going through Jeff's hair, making the other man 
shudder. David only saw it because he was watching. A rough, big hand wound up in dark strands as said 
strands pooled across his lap, ginger pubes springing from an open jeans fly. Full lips stretched. David 
remembered that Jeff's cheeks had been flushed, and that Dave's mouth had been open, hooded lids eagerly 
scrutinizing the action David only saw it because he had followed. But he didn't say anything. He never 


mentioned what he knew. 


Eventually Jeff split. David saw it coming from a mile away, he could tell Jeff wouldn't last long after things 
went bad between him and Dave. The two barely talked, and when they did it was Dave blowing his top off in 
fumy arguments that ended with a fist to the face and a bloody nose. It was always Jeff who had to run off 
and lick his wounds. David even thought he saw him tear up at times, but he was sure that must be 
imagination. Inside, David felt secretly pleased and joyful to see the brunette go, all the jealousy and scorn and 
envy melted away. And things went well after that, no more subtle touches from Dave. No more sneaking 
around or favourizing other band members. David should have known it wouldn't last, and despite his faith, he 


damned himself when Dave struck again. 


David had hyped himself up, had blossomed and taken up the empty space. He'd cheered Dave on, he'd helped 
him through the hardships, the anxiety of becoming a parent once it struck. Everything. David longed for a 
payback, hoped that eventually he'd be the one Dave sought physical pleasure from. He hoped he'd be the one 
Dave would come running to, asking to experiment. He didn't care how wrong it was, it felt right to him. The 
idea kept him awake more often than not, alternately making him cry so hard his chest ached from the force 


of the sobs, or cum so hard that he had to stick his fist in his mouth to be sure to stifle any noise. 


What ultimately killed his hope though, was the arrival of Nick Menza and Marty Friedman. Both attractive 
dark haired men with lean legs and chocolate eyes, and tan skin. David had learnt by now that somehow that 
seemed to be Dave's type. However, after having asked once when Dave brought home a male groupie if he 
was bisexual, he daredn't ask again as the reply had been delivered in form of a fist connected to his jaw. He 
knew better than to stirr the rage monster that lived inside the frontman on purpose. But that didn't mean 
that he didn't have a clue. That didn't mean that the once innocent boy couldn't keep up appearances. He saw 
what happened, long before Marty or Nick had even been tempted to share Dave's bed. 


Turning to drugs and alcohol, he framed himself with his addiction, let it help him conceal all pain he might 
have felt. Dave and Nick making out like there was no tomorrow, on top a table in a drunken fit didn't bother 
him. Dave and Marty fucking in the dressing room like animals, the smaller man pressed up against a wall as 
Dave pounded him from behind didn't feel like a stab in the back. Nick on his knees, with big hands gripping his 
jaws as Dave fucked his face until sticky cum seeped from the drummer's lips didn't cut like a knife. Marty on 
his back with his legs wrapped around Dave's waist, mewling and moaning as nails dug into light skin and left 
red trackmarks didn't shatter David's heart. Not when he was high, not when he was sloshed and wasted and 
completely shitfaced. Not when he could stick his hand down the front of his pants and wank himself in time 
with the scenery playing out before his eyes, shamelessly. 


It wasn't until afterwards, always afterwards, that David crashed and burnt. It wasn't until the next morning, 
when sobriety hit him along with nausea. It wasn't until he was puking his guts out at the toilet bowl, forehead 
sweaty and clammy, eyes bloodhot and red rimmed, that the tears would come. And Dave was always there, 
despite the fact that they were more than likely equally off the wagon. Big hands would soothe his back, 
strong arms would wrap around his waist and hold him until the worst was over. When he needed to puke, his 
hair was gently tucked out of the way, when he needed to rest, he'd be carried off to his bed. Always. Dave 
would sit at the edge of his bed, smoothing back his hair, always with that sad and vulnerable look in his eyes. 
Like he might cry, but couldn't. Like he knew, but wouldn't say. And David knew he could have told Pam, he 
could have ratted Dave out at any time, could have seen the media and the press and the family destroy the 


redhead. But he couldn't. 


David has asked once why Dave would always look after him. Once only, had he dared to wonder why Dave felt 
so compelled to protect him. The answer given was enough to crack his heart right open and force him into 
never asking again. He'd forever remember the soft voice, the warm caramel eyes and the weak smile. The 


way his hair shone like the setting sun, shimmering with reds, oranges and yellows. 


"Cause you're my little brother, Junior: 


